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Or God (which to vain ends hath nothing done)
In vain this appetite and power hath given,
Or else our knowledge, which is here begun,
Hereafter must be perfected in heaven.

God never gave a power to one whole kind
But most part of that kind did use the same;
Most eyes have perfect sight, though some be blind
Most legs can nimbly run, though some be lame:

But in this life no soul the truth can know

So perfectly as it hath power to do:

If then perfection be not found below,

An higher place must make her mount thereto.

REASON   II

Drawn from the Motion of the Soul

AGAIN how can she but immortal be?
When with the motions of both Will and Wit
She still aspireth to eternity,
And never rests till she attain to it?

Water in conduit pipes can rise no higher

Than the well-head from whence it first doth spring

Then sith to eternal God she doth aspire,

She cannot be but an eternal thing.

'All moving things to other things do move
Of the same kind, which shows their nature such.'
So earth falls down and fire doth mount above,
Till both their proper elements do touch.

The Soul compared to a River

And as the moisture, which the thirsty earth
Sucks from the sea to fill her empty veins,
From out her womb at last doth take a birth,
And runs a Nymph along the grassy plains:

Long doth she stay, as loth to leave the land
From whose soft side she first did issue makej
She tastes all places, turns to every hand,
Her flowery banks unwilling to forsake: